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evenings, the women would call out to you from
their windows. You could see their squalid little
rooms gaily decorated, little lights flickering on the
walls, casting shadows that played funny tricks of
light and shade. Some of them were young, their
dark faces shining as the street lamp reflected on their
countenances. Oil on their jet black hair, gold
bangles on their arms. All this you could see even
as the car tore down the street. That was prostitu-
tion in India. It was like cold meat served the day
after without any garnishing. Cold raw meat.
The little girls that pace up and down Piccadilly
and hang out at the corner of Bond Street accosting
gentlemen in evening clothes are in comparison
refined, and those of' Paris are even more so. I
recollect a little rendezvous house in the rue de
Bray near the Etoile. It was one of the more
sophisticated of its kind. As we rang the bell, a
buxom old concierge came to the door. The two
of us were shown into a small waiting-room, where
a radio-gram played soft soulful music. We sat
down and picked up one of the magazines that lay
in a heap on the table. It corresponded to the
waiting-room of a Harley Street specialist. A few
minutes elapsed and a well-dressed, stout, prosper-
ous-looking madame entered and greeted us. She
escorted us to another room. This was larger and
more elaborately decorated. There was no music
and the lights were bright and the chandelier that